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Prologue 


Dave beamed brightly as he carried the large birthday cake to his boyfriend. It was Taylor's fortieth birthday 
and Dave knew the blonde was feeling a little anxious about turning the big four-oh. Dave decided maybe a 
surprise party would boost his spirits. The brunette pulled out all the stops, hiring a party planner and 
throwing a huge party at 606, gathering all of Taylor's favorite people around him for one night of celebration. 
All of Taylor's loved ones gather around and sang ‘happy birthday’ to him as Dave placed the large, round cake 
decorated like his Freddie Mercury drum head on the table in front of him. 


He leaned in and kissed his man sweetly and whispered, "Happy Birthday, baby. Make a wish." 


Taylor smiled and squeezed a hand around Dave's arm as he gazed at the cake in front of him with one large 
candle in the middle. He quickly glanced at all of his friends when one face stood out from the rest. Roger 
Taylor. The older, English gentleman sat and, with his icy, blue eyes, calmly watched Taylor . Taylor grinned at 
him. He knew for what he was going to wish. It was a stupid tradition, anyway. It wouldn't harm anything to 
wish for the impossible. It was just a little musing, that's all. A ‘what if. Who wouldn't want this wish? 


The drummer closed his eyes and repeated in his head, "| want to go back in time and fuck young Roger Taylor. 
| want to go back in time and fuck young Roger Taylor." 


He opened his eyes and took a deep breath and blew out his birthday candle. A breath strong enough to blow 
out a single candle suddenly turned into hurricane speed winds and all his friends and the decorations and the 
four walls around him started to blow away in loud, swirling, howling winds. Taylor was the only thing that 
remained. He screamed, reaching for Dave, reaching for anything he could grasp before everything he knew 
just blew away. The last thing he saw was Roger's knowing grin and a wink before Taylor fainted and fell to the 


floor. 


The drummer groaned and tried to sit up. He banged his head on a something metal and cursed. 

"The fuck?" He rubbed the top of his head and looked around. "Where the fuck am |?" 

He moved the layers of satin and tulle in every bright color imaginable that seemed to have formed a tent 
around him. Taylor peered out and realized he was in a women's dress shop. Under a rack. If he didn't stop 
drinking several years prior, he'd think he really had one hell of a birthday. Where the hell is Dave? 

Taylor climbed out and stood up, looking around him. There was something very off here. 

"All right buddy, come on" A man in a security guard uniform approached him. 


"What? Where am |? What is this?" 


"This is the mall and you can't just hang around here. | don't know how you were able to get in and sleep in 


here all night anyway. But now you have to leave." 
"The mall? Where am |?" Taylor looked at the man incredulously. 


"Look, buddy. Are you drunk or something?" The security guard took hold of Taylor's upper arm and began to 
drag him toward the door. 


"Let go of mel What the hell are you doing? | just want to know where the hell | am!" 


"There's a homeless shelter downtown. | suggest you go there and get some help. Dry out, pal. And do not 


come back here!" 


The guard threw Taylor out the doors and onto the hard cement walkway. The confused blonde fell to his 
hands and knees. He growled in pain and had half a mind to get back up and beat that guy's ass. What the fuck 


was going on? 


He slowly stood up and turned to look back at the doors. The guard was standing just inside with his hands on 
his hips. Taylor narrowed his eyes and flipped the guy off. Just as he was about to turn, he noticed the 


newspaper dispenser next to the door. He stretched his neck and shoulders as he approached it. The drummer 
dug a coin from his pants pocket and dropped it in the slot. He opened the door of the dispenser and took out a 
copy of the LA Times. 


Friday, September 10, 1982. 


One: An Elaborate Joke 


"What the hell? Is this some kind of joke?" He mumbled as he frantically flipped through the pages of the 
newspaper. President Reagan, Princess Grace, Vietnam Memorial, Milwaukee Brewers lead the American League. 


No. 


Taylor closed the paper in his hands and slowly turned around to face the parking lot. The cars. All old. Some 
as old as him. Classics! Taylor scoffed This has to be some elaborate birthday joke. Only Dave would think of 
something like this. That "security guard" was a little into his role. The drummer glanced back to see if he was 
still there. The doorway stood empty now. Okay, joke's over. Taylor fished his iphone from his pocket and 
turned it on to dial Dave to come and pick him up. 


No service. 


"Okay, Hawkins. Relax. Think. Dumped in the middle of a shopping mall, old newspaper, old cars, no cell service." 


He muttered to himself as he shuffled over to an empty bench. 

The wheels slowly clicked round. His wish. The candle. Dave. Everything blowing away in a tornado. Roger. He 
dropped the paper to the ground and his hands flew into his hair, grabbing two fistfuls. The wish! Well, no. Time 
travel is impossible. How the hell? He has to be dreaming. Just a dream! Yeah! Soon, he'll wake up and Dave will 
be asleep beside him and he'll wake Dave up and tell him about this and Dave will laugh at him. And then get a 
little jealous that his birthday wish was to nail someone else. 


He pinched his arm. Nothing happened. 


A city bus rolled to a stop in front of him. After a handful of people, dressed in clothing Taylor would consider 
for a Halloween party, stepped off, he stood up and addressed the driver. 


"Excuse me, what is the address here?" 
"This is Northridge, the address is 8121 Darby Avenue." 


"Oh. Thanks." Taylor felt faint. He broke out in a sweat and teetered back until the back of his legs hit the 


bench and then he fell down onto it in a slump. 


The studio. This is exactly where the studio stands now. But it was a shopping mall in the early 80s. He was 
literally back in 1982. That fucking wish! THAT STUPID, FUCKING WISH! 


"Nol" He whispered. "Nol" A little louder now. "NOII" This was impossible! 


He mentally gave himself a slap. ‘How about stop worrying about whether it's possible or not? Clearly, it is. 


Here | am. How the fuck am | going to get home” 


The first thing Taylor did after he finally accepted that he was, indeed, back in 1982, was check his wallet. He 
had $132 in cash and most of it as new bills that he was sure someone here would think were fake. None of 
his credit cards would work and he had little else in the way of getting him some more cash. He did not think 
his wish through properly. He should have wished for young Roger Taylor to pay him in a visit in 2012. 


As the initial shock wore off and Taylor accepted that he was stuck in 1982 with very limited resources, he 
began to realize that there was nothing he could do about it and he may as well try to follow through with his 
wish. It could be the only thing that eventually sent him home. He picked up the newspaper again and read each 
page carefully, looking for any piece of information he could use to get to Irvine, where Queen would play the 
following night and the night after that. Irvine was over an hour away. 

Taylor waited for the next bus to come around. The driver was an older woman with badly dyed hair, blue eye 
make up and pink lipstick. She eyed Taylor up and down. He smiled at her. This was the first good thing that 
happened to him in 1982. 


"Hey, I'm new here. Just moved from, uh, Texas. Is there a route map | could have? Or can you tell me if 


there's a bus to Irvine?" 
"Yep, we got a bus to Irvine. Get on this one, I'll take you to the next stop." 


"Uh, that'd be great. But I'm kind of short on cash. Maybe | could walk to the next stop?" He gave her his best 


shy smile. 
"Oh, honey. Just shush and get up in here. Sit right behind me." 


The blonde gave her a bigger smile as he shook his hair out and bounced up the steps. "Thank you so muchl 


You're an angell!" 

"Yeah, yeah. And you're a big, ol flirt, aint ya?" 

He bent slightly to read her name tag. "Been known to a time or two, Darla" 

As he swung past her to the seat behind Darla, she glanced in her mirror, admiring Taylor's rear end. 


The bus roared to life and as Darla maneuvered it to the red light, she asked him what was in Irvine that he 


wanted to see. 
"Do you know where the Verizon Amphitheatre is?" 
"The Ver-what?" 


‘Shit! What was it called then? He realized Verizon didn't exist in 1982. "Oh, the concert venue? What is it called 


again?" 

"Oh! Um. The Meadows." 

"Yes! That's it. Irvine Meadows." 

| know where that is. Who's playing there?" 
"Queen. Tomorrow." 

"Ah. Why are you going there today, then?" 


Taylor dropped his gaze from hers in the mirror. It suddenly dawned on him as he formed his response in his 


head. "Got no place else to go.” 

"Sweetie, when did you get here from Texas?" 
"Today," 

"And you ain't got no money?" 

"A IiHle. Not enough" 

"What the hell were you thinking?" 

"| guess | wasnt" 


Darla gave him a sympathetic smile and it shook Taylor to the core. He missed Dave. He was stupid to make a 
wish like this. All he wanted was to be home in his warm bed with his lover beside him. What if he was stuck 


here for good? What if he never got back to 2012? He leaned back in the seat and looked out the window. 
"| didn't mean to upset ya, honey." 


"IFs okay. Just, you ever think you want something and then when you get the chance to go after it, you 
realize what you had wasn't all that bad in the first place?" 


"Yeah, my single years." Replied she with a hearty chuckle. 


All too soon, Darla pulled the bus up to another stop. "This is where you would catch the one to Irvine. It's 


number six." 


Taylor stood. He didn't want to leave her company but he couldn't exactly sit on her bus all day, every day for 


the next who knows how long. She saw him hesitate and smiled. 


"Tell you what, if you want to stay until the end of my route. | can drive you down there if you like." 
"Oh! No! No, | couldn't let you do that 


"No trouble at all. The ex has the kids this week. 'm on my own, too. I'd be nice to have the company." Darla 
grinned at Taylor through the mirror. 


He knew he shouldn't be leading her on this way and lying to her but the truth was, Taylor was scared 
shitless. He was alone and broke. In 1982. 


"Well, then | would like to take you up on your offer. Thank you very much." 

"| have one condition" She told him. 

"What's that?" 

"You ain't wearing a name tag like | am, sweetheart” 

"Oh! It's Taylor. My name's Taylor.” 

"Taylor. That's a nice name. Suits you." 

"Thank you, Darla. Suits you, too. Pretty name for a pretty woman" Taylor winked through the mirror. 
"Little flirt. You best be careful, young man" 

It was another hour before the route was over and Darla managed the bus back to the terminal. Taylor found 
himself enjoying the woman's banter. She was frank and funny and very kind. In the lot, she led him to her 
beat up, old Mustang. 

"Go on, in you go. Its unlocked." 

Once on the highway, she asked Taylor why he'd come to LA. 

"Hoping to get a job." He replied and couldn't stop the smirk from forming on his lips. 

"What kind of job? What do you do?" 


"I'm a drummer." 


"Ah. Sweetie, | think Queen already has a drummer. 


"| know. tm hoping to meet him" 

"Thirk he might open some doors for you?" 

Taylor giggled for the first time in 1982. "Something like that" 

In the comfortable silence that followed, Taylor's stomach spoke up. 
"Hungry over there?" 


Taylor realized it had been several hours since the last time he'd had anything to eat. He dug out his wallet 


and opened it, knowing that Darla was glancing at him from the driver's seat. 
"What you got in there?" 


‘Oh. Um, my, uh..my brother's kids' play money. Gave it to me for good luck before | left Texas. Otherwise, l'm 
afraid all I've got is a handful of singles." 


At a red light, Darla turned to give Taylor a good, long look. "Darlin, let me take you home tonight and we'll go 
out to Irvine in the morning. | promise. Thing is, | cant drop you off out there, knowing you got nowhere to 


rest your pretty head and nothing to put in that skinny belly of yours." 


Taylor sighed and turned to look out the window. He knew she was right but he felt like, as soon as he could 
find Roger and get him into bed, he'd be able to figure out how to go home. But he was hungry and weary. 


"Look, | ain't no fool. | can see it in your eyes. You ain't just come out here to meet some rock star. | won't 
pry. | just can't let you out here and wonder all night if you're okay." Darla gently touched his shoulder. "| 
promise, no funny business. | got a full refrigerator and a shitty couch. Come on, honey.” 

With every kind word she spoke, Taylor became more despondent, until he sniffled. 


"That settles it. We're going home." 


"Home." Taylor repeated in a soft murmur. His home was thirty years in the future in the form of an 


obnoxious, sweet, strong, generous, beautiful brunette. ‘That I'll never see again’ 


Two: Nil see you again 

Taylor followed the woman into her home and looked around. There was green shag carpet on the floor, a 
chocolate brown sofa sat in the middle of the room with a low two-tiered end table on either side of it. Taylor 
smiled, he remembered those things in his own childhood home. The television was a huge box monstrosity 
that sat directly on the floor. There was a floor lamp bent over the back of the sofa with three large, green 
glass globes. Beyond the living room stood a small kitchen Taylor gawked at the ancient appliances and dark 
wood cabinets with the white plastic counter top decorated with gold speckles. 

"Where in Texas did you say you were from, dear?" 

"Um, Fort Worth." 

"How did you get here?" 

Taylor winced. How was he going to answer all her questions? "Uh. |, um, | hitched" 

"You hitched? Got any bags?" 


"The, the guy who drove me took off with them." 


"I see." She gave him a warm smile that clearly told Taylor she didn't buy one word of what he was telling her. 
"Listen, sweetie. | got a teenage son You need a shower and some fresh clothes, you go ahead. | can find ya 


something of his that would fit ya 
"No, I'm okay for now. Thank you very much." 
"Come and see what you'd like to eat, then" 


He helped Darla in the kitchen and even washed all the dishes afterward. She sat at the counter with a glass 


of wine, chattering away, asking him a question or two, watching him wash. 


"You're a good boy. | just don't understand how you came out here in such dire circumstances. You got 
expensive clothes on, your hair is silky and shiny, you got manners and a wallet full of credit cards. | know 


there's something you ain't telling me." 


"There is something I'm not telling you. Because you wouldn't believe me if | told you and I'd probably end up 
out on the streets. Frankly, | wouldn't know how to make it out there." Taylor turned to look at Darla, drying 


his hands in a dish towel. 


The action drew Darla's attention to his hands and she snatched on of them in hers and turned it, palm up. 
"Well, the drummer thing was true enough, | guess, judging by these hands. As long as you aren't gonna 


murder me in my sleep and rob me, | suppose a man is entitled to his secrets." 
"| wouldn't hurt one single hair on your pretty head" He used her expression and gave her a wide smile. 
"Flirt. Let me go find you a pillow and a blanket. Unless you want to sleep in Jack's bed. That's my son 


"No, thank you. The couch will be fine." Taylor said quietly, as he realized he probably wouldn't get much sleep 


anyway. 


When Darla returned, she found Taylor sitting on the couch, staring at his hands, turning them over the way 


she did in the kitchen. 


‘I've been playing drums as long as | can remember, you know? As strange as it sounds, for me, the drums 
hold limitless possibilities. The piano, a guitar, there's only so much you can do with those. But every time | sit 
down behind a drum kit, | can create a sound that nobody's heard before. | can make the impossible possible. 
Eh, | don't know what I'm saying. | must just be exhausted" He sighed as he let his head fall back against the 


cushion 
"Is that why you want to meet the Queen drummer? What's his name?" 
"Roger Taylor. Yeah, to make the impossible possible, you could say." 


"Well, | hope that happens for you. Then maybe you'll go back home." Darla gave him another of her 
sympathetic smiles. 


"Maybe | will” 
"Traveling like that must have certainly been hard on ya. | hope you get some rest." 


"Thank you. Um, do you want to stay up a little while more and talk? | really cannot begin to thank you for 


everything you've done for me." 


‘lm a sucker for a pretty face. And | gotta get up at five which means you gotta get up at five so lights out, 
okay?" 


"Okay." 


Taylor must have been worn out from the day's events because he did fall asleep rather quickly. He awoke 
with a start and nearly fell off the couch when he thought that perhaps he'd dreamed the whole thing. But a 
simple glance around his surroundings reminded him that he was, indeed, back in 1982 trying to make his way 
to a young, beautiful Englishman. He heard water running and assumed Darla was already awake and taking her 


shower. 


In that moment, he remembered watching the movie, Back to the Future, and the note Marty left for Doc 
Brown. Taylor hopped up and searched around for a piece of paper and something to write with. Leaning against 
the kitchen counter, he scribbled out a note to thank Darla and explain, in the most veiled, succinct way 
possible, where he came from and where he was going. And then he reached behind his neck and unclasped his 
St. Christopher medal and folded it into the note. Taylor was just pushing the folded note under the pillow on 


the couch when Darla appeared in her bus driver's uniform. 

‘Mornin’, sweetie. Did ya sleep okay?" 

"I did. | must have been wiped out from all the traveling. | passed right out. Thank you again" 
"You're so welcome. Coffee?" 

"You know it." He grinned. 


Parked outside the gate to Irvine Meadows, Darla gave Taylor her address and phone number and a twenty 


dollar bill. 


| wish | could give you more but | don't get paid for another week. Please call me if you need a couch tonight 


or anything else. You can even just call to tell me you're okay." 


The drummer was nearly moved to tears by her gesture and promised her that he would call her to let her 


know everything was okay. He leaned across the old car and pulled Darla into his arms. 
"l'm so thankful that | met you. You saved me, truly. And | will see you again, | promise." 
‘| hope you get what you came for." 

| hope | do, too." 


Taylor stood and watched Darla drive away. Well, now he was on his own. And more determined than ever to 


find a way to get what he wished for and go home again. 


It was nearly seven in the morning. Taylor knew, from his own experience, that because there was a show 
tonight and staff would be there late, they would not begin to arrive until late morning. He turned and studied 
the parking lot and exterior of the building. Taylor found a high window that he could wriggle through if he 
could find something to use to climb upon. He circled the building once more and found a stack of old plastic 
crates that they used to carry bottles of milk. Five or six of those ought to do it. He remembered having a 
few of them around his house when he was a kid, they made the perfect carrying crates for records. He 
carried five of them back to the window and stacked two and then right next to those, he stacked three 


directly under the old, crank window. 


Once Taylor was standing on the stack of three, he was able to slide up, underneath the open window and pull 


himself in. He was half in the window, half out, when he reached a hand for the top of one of the toilet stalls 
to steady himself while he swung one leg in. He clutched the top of the stall with both hands now and used it 
to carefully pull the rest of his body in and lower his feet to the floor. 


‘Okay, then. That was easy." 


It was after eleven when he finally heard some people arriving. He'd already cased the place and found that the 
stage had been set up and the amphitheatre was cleaned up and ready. As more and more people arrived and 
the place became a flurry of activity, Taylor was beginning to worry how he'd fit in and what he would say if 
someone stopped him and questioned him. So far, as long as he was carrying something and had a determined 
expression on his face, nobody bothered him. And quite suddenly, as he passed a small group of men with 
cameras and notepads, he realized that was his way in to Roger. His knowledge of the band was better than 
any of these guys’, he could guarantee it. Now, how to fake a press pass? 


Three: Forging ahead 


Forging a press pass had been easier than he expected. Rifling through his wallet, he found an old laminate 


from Drummer's World magazine. A quick sneak into a toolbox snagged him a hole punch and a chain. 


Taylor threw the card around his neck, stole a pen and a pad of paper and then followed the rest of the press 
crew. He kept his head down as they were ushered into a room. He sat in the back and waited. Had to find a 
way to stand out to Roger. Had to get him to notice him. 


" just got this sweet, new car. Pontiac Grand Prix. | fucking love it!" Taylor overheard one of the reporters say 
to his cameraman. The blonde's mouth curled in a grin. He had his angle. He quickly scribbled down a couple 


notes. 


After another moment, the band entered the room. Taylor perked right up. He nearly squealed at the 
realization that he was sharing space with Freddie Mercury. A wave of sadness passed through the drummer 
as he thought about what the next few years would be like for Freddie. Never mind that right now, he 
reminded himself. And his eyes passed by Deacon, onto his target. Roger was thirty-three years old in 1982, 
younger than present day Taylor. And he looked every bit of twenty-three, he was tall and thin. His eyes were 
bright and his smile was alluring. Taylor's gaze narrowed and he leaned forward in his chair. The English 
drummer's eyes scanned the room and settled on Taylor. The American drummer inhaled sharply but held the 


other's stare. Maybe this would be easier than Taylor thought. 


Taylor let a couple other people get some questions in so that he could gauge the atmosphere and the band's 
mood in responding to the questions. Feddie did most of the talking. Brian spoke up a little. John kept his mouth 
shut and his eyes shifted from Freddie to Brian. Roger sat on the end, sipping from a tea cup and laughing 
gently here and there. His eyes would dart around the room before coming to rest again on Taylor. When 


there was a momentary lull, he screwed up his courage and rose to his feet. 
"Taylor Hawkins, Drummer's World. Roger, may 1?" 

The Englishman's ears and eyes perked up and he smiled his radiant grin at Taylor. "Please" 

"The song, ‘I'm In Love With My Car’, That was written by you and it was the B side to Bohemian Rhapsody. | 
know you've played that song in your shows in the past but it seems to have been dropped from the set list 


lately. Do you not care to do it anymore?" 


Taylor watched the rest of the band shift uncomfortably while Roger sat up a little straighter. He was as 
good as in. Maybe literally. 


"| would love to continue to do the song live. However, with the new album being released, we are touring to 
support that. Some things had to be dropped by the wayside and, unfortunately, that was one of them." Roger 
said very politely, giving a pointed glance down the table at Freddie. 


A grin played on Freddie's lips. 

"Well, for the record, I'd love to hear you do it live again, too." Taylor replied 

"What publication did you say you were from, please?" asked Roger. 

"Uh, Drummer's World." 

"Ah. Do you play, yourself?" 

"| do, in fact" 

Roger made no reply but went back to sipping his tea, his eyes continued to watch Taylor. 


After the formal Q € A session, a few reporters lingered, talking to the band members. Taylor watched Roger 
politely chat with a couple other guys. Cautiously, he approached the fellow. 


‘It's really an honor to meet you." He extended his hand. 

Roger smiled and took it, holding it firmly. "You said you play?" 

Taylor nodded. 

"Want to have a look at what I'm using these days?" 

Taylor bounced in excitement. "Hell, yeah!" 

Roger giggled at his response. "Come on" 

The American had to pinch himself. He was walking beside young Roger, going to check out his kit. 
Roger handed him a pair of sticks. "Go ahead, now." 


Taylor dropped the notepad and grabbed up the sticks and scrambled to the stool. He merely sat for a 


moment, taking it all in. 
"Don't be shy. They don't bite." Roger smirked. 
‘| will" Taylor muttered under his breath. 


"What's that?" 


"Huh? Oh, nothing." And with that, Taylor gave the kick drum a test, tapped a cymbal lightly. 
"Oh, stop being a nancy. Hit the fucking things." 
Taylor laughed gently. "Well, you asked for it" 


And the American let loose. He hammered out a loud, wild, frenzied drum solo that left Roger's eyes wide and 


his mouth gaping. 

"What the hell are you doing working for a stupid rag when you can do that?" 

Taylor shrugged. "Gotta pay the bills, you know?" 

Roger let out a laugh. 

"So what's on the set list tonight?" Taylor asked as he stood up. 

The Englishman gave him a mischeivous look. "It's a secret." 

"But surely not ‘im in Love With My Car, right?" 

"Do you know more than you're letting on about that?" 

| could" Taylor grinned. Now that the ice had been broken, he felt like flirting a little bit. 
"How?" 

"Eh, you hear things." And he started to walk away from Roger. 

The other man hurried to catch up with him and that's when Taylor knew he had him on a hook. 
"What did you hear?" 

‘Freddie was pissed at you, wasn't he?" Taylor said abruptly and turned to face the man. 
Roger shrinked a litle. "Yes," he said quietly. 

"That's unfair. It's a good song." 

Roger beamed again. "Thanks!" 


The American held his gaze for a moment, getting lost in those beautiful, large, pools of blue. 


"Roger!" Brian called, 

Their trance was broken Each man coughed and quickly separated 

"You're staying for the show, right?" 

"OF fucking course | aml" Taylor laughed 

"Good. Find me after." And Roger hurried away. 

The American took a deep breath. ‘Holy shit he thought. ‘| did it. Im here. He's here. He's into me: 

He watched the show from the press box and was enthralled. He stood, chewing a fingernail and bouncing from 

one foot to the other, for the entire time. The band closed with ‘Another One Bites The Dust, they stood, hand 
in hand, at the edge of the stage and took a bow. Taylor could have sworn that Roger glanced over at him. He 


used his fake pass again to get backstage and find him. 


Taylor walked down the corridor, trying to listen for Roger's voice. He finally found all four band members in a 


locker room. He stood in the doorway, admiring a sweaty Roger. 
"Hey! There you are! What did you think?" The Englishman asked him. 
It was a lifetime dream come true. Believe me." 


A brief flash of confusion crossed Roger's face but he quickly recovered. "Listen, let me get a shower and 


maybe you want to grab a pint?" 

"I'd love to." 

"Great, give me ten minutes." 

Walking alongside Roger, Taylor kept giving him a sideways glance. 
"You got a car?" 

"No, | took the bus over here." 


"Well, Mr. Hawkins, | hope you know how to get a taxi around here." Roger wrapped an arm around Taylor's 


shoulders and leaned against him. 
"I think we'll both learn something new tonight." Taylor grinned, sliding his arm around Roger's waist. 


Arriving at the first bar the taxi driver decided to dump them, Roger promptly ordered two pints. Taylor 


gently declined, however. 

"What? You don't like beer? How about a drink then?" 

"Nah, man. | don't drink. At all." 

"Don't drink at all?" Roger screwed up his face in confusion. 

The American laughed. "No, not at all. Used to. Kind of why | don't now." 
"Ahl! | got you. Why did you agree to come out here then?" 


"Because | wanted to spend more time with you." Taylor admitted. Why not, right? There was no other reason 


he was here. 
"Ah. Cheers, then How about a coffee or maybe a cup of tea?" 

"Water would be fine” 

The bartender gave Taylor a look People don't drink water at bars in 1982, apparently. 


The men moved to a booth toward the back of the bar where two guys were playing darts. Taylor sat across 


from Roger and merely watched him. 
"When did you start playing?" Roger asked just before he took a long sip of his lager. 


| was nine. My father bought me an old, used, three piece with a bent hi-hat. He figured it would keep me out 
of trouble." 


"Did it?" 

"Sure. Until | was about nineteen” Taylor smirked. 

"Yes, | know what you mean, Why aren't you playing now?" 

"Because I'm having a drink with my new, English friend.” 

Roger rolled his pretty eyes and sighed. "You know what | mean, Hawkins." 

"| play. Here and there. A bar gig with some friends. We do a great rendition of Tie- " Taylor stopped himself. 


"What? Tie Your Mother Down?" 


He nodded. 

"| like that one. | don't like the way Freddie likes to do it live, though." 

| won't tell.” Taylor winked. 

"Oh! Oh, right! Should | say ‘off the record?" 

"Nah. I'm off the clock. Anything you say for the rest of the night is between you and me." 

The American continued to sip his water while the Englishman chattered on and on, throwing back pint after 
pint. Occasionally, Roger would stop and realize he'd been talking incessantly and apologize. Taylor would shake 
his head and tell him he didn't mind at all, he loved hearing Roger tell his stories. 

The bartender announced last call so early that Taylor had to look up and around. The dart players had left 


and so had most of the other patrons. A look at one of the neon, beer company clocks on the wall told him it 


was nearly four am. 

"Think we better get out of here." 

"Yeah, sure. Probably." Roger slurred. 

"Remember which hotel you're in?" 

"Hya.Hy..something." 

"Hyatt?" 

"Yes! That's it! | even have a key!" Roger slumped over in the booth and jammed a hand into his tight jeans. He 
pulled out a brass key attached to a small, plastic keychain with the room number on it. Without pause, he 
handed it to Taylor. 

"You are coming, too, right?" 

"I think | better. Can you even stand up?" 


"Mostly." 


It was a five minute walk to the hotel. Except that Roger turned it into a fifteen minute stumble. Taylor held 


onto him with an arm around his back, propelling him forward. 


"Okay, tomorrow night, no drinking for you." 


"Are you still going to be with me tomorrow?" Roger asked with wide eyes. 
Taylor coughed and blushed. "Well, if you..if you want me to." 
“Course | do!" 


The American propped Roger into a corner of the elevator and hit the button for the sixth floor. He helped 


the drunken drummer down the hall and into his room, guiding him toward the bedroom. 
"You're not going to be sick, are you?" 

"No! | don't get sick" Roger replied indignantly. 

"Okay. l'Il just take the sofa here. If you need help, just yell." 


Taylor had plopped down on the sofa with a long sigh. His body was telling him it was exhausted. He bent to 
take off his shoes when he felt something heavy but soft land on his back. 


"Have a blanket and a pillow." 


"Thank you." Exhaustion had won out. Taylor ignored the drunken man who lingered and stuffed the pillow under 


his head as he stretched out. 


Roger slowly crept back toward the bedroom, keeping an eye on the American. He found him cute and knew 


that there was definitely something more to him than drummer turned reporter. 


Four: Take care of our boy 


The following night, Taylor stood in the doorway of the locker room once more. 


"Ten minutes." Roger grinned and didn't bother with modesty this time. He pulled his sweat-soaked shirt over 
his head and threw it in a bin. He followed with his damp jeans. 


Taylor's eyes traveled down the spine of the Englishman and he felt a pinch in his gut. His plan was to whisk 
Roger straight back to the hotel. 


"So Roger appears to have found a kindred spirit in you, Mr. Hawkins." Freddie gave Taylor a sneer. 
Taylor stammered. "Y-yeah. You know us drummers." 

"Indeed, | do. Indeed, | do. Take care of our boy, then" 

After Roger dressed and took up his bag, he turned to Taylor, “Same bar, then?" He asked with a grin 
"No! | said no drinking tonight" 


"But Taylor!" Roger whined as he slipped an arm around the American's back and tilted his head to Taylor's 


shoulder. 

"No buts! Come on, lets walk back to the hotel and have a chat. There are so many things | want to ask" 
"More interviews?" The English drummer gave Taylor a petulant pout. 

‘Off the record, of course." Taylor replied as the pair made their way toward the exit. 

"Of course. So | noticed, yesterday, that you didn't write down the answer to your question" 

"Ill remember what you said, trust me." 

| see. And in what edition of Drummer's World will | end up?" 

The American gave Roger a sideways glance. Was he on to him? 

"Uh, the next one." 


"You know what? | don't even care that you're lying to me. | like you." Out of nowhere, Roger leaned in and 


kissed Taylor along his jawline. 


"Aren't you afraid | might get you naked, tie you to the bed, and steal everything?" 
"You do parts one and two and | won't give a fuck about part three." 


Taylor pulled up short and turned to face the Englishman. "How'd you know | was lying about being a 
journalist?" 


"Your press pass was a membership card dated the year 2009" Roger shrugged. "I snooped when you were 
sleeping this morning. | found your wallet and some little black plastic device with an apple on it. | don't know 


what your story is, Taylor. Is that really your name?" 

Taylor swallowed and nodded. 

"| don't know who you really or where you're really from, or when, but | know, deep in here," And Roger tapped 
Taylor's chest with his palm. "you're for real, even if the words out of your mouth aren't. So can we maybe 
go back to my room and see what happens next?" 

Taylor studied the man's face for a moment, peering into his eyes. Fuck it, he thought. His hands grasped 
Roger's face, fingertips pressing into the skin around his cheeks and neck. He pulled the Englishman to him and 
kissed his mouth. Lips smashed together, moving in sync. Taylor's tongue slipped between Roger's parted lips to 
mingle and twist with his. English hands wound around Taylor's back, ducking inside his shirt, pressing flat 


against his spine. 


"You're so beautiful" Taylor murmured as his open mouth traveled along Roger's jaw, to his ear. "Always 


thought you were beautiful." 


They could not get back to the hotel fast enough. As they hurried along, Roger pulled Taylor against his side 


and let his hands wander. 


Inside the room, the pair stumbled toward the bedroom, pawing at each other's clothing while stealing kisses. 


Roger pushed Taylor down onto the bed and immediately straddled him. 
"Jesus, Roger." Taylor groaned as he slid his hands up the English drummer's thighs. 


Roger giggled and lowered his mouth to Taylor's neck. He bit and nibbled and sucked as he began to grind 
himself against Taylor's pelvis. 


"Fuck" The American sighed. "Wait, stop." He managed to get the heels of his hands against Roger's bare chest. 


"What?" 


"Let me use your shower. I'll be quick, | swear." 


Roger groaned and rolled off of Taylor. "Fucking buzzkill." 
"You don't have to just wait, you know." Taylor stood and grinned. 
‘Oh, but | showered already." 


"Suit yourself. But | could use a hand. Or two." 


In the large, tiled shower, Roger watched as Taylor stood under the jet and let the warm water rain over his 


hair, running his fingers through it. The Englishman was in awe over Taylor's body. 


"You're stunning." He murmured as he finally reached a hand out and slid his fingertips down the American's 


chest. 

Taylor's head was tilted back, his eyes were closed, but he smiled and his body twitched at the feel of Roger 
touching him. When he reached for the small bottle of shampoo, Roger took it from his hands. He turned 
Taylor around so that his back was to him and he began to work the shampoo through his hair for him. 
“That's nice. Feels like it's been forever since | could relax." 

"Why?" Roger asked in a low whisper. 

"Is been a rough few days, trying to get to you." 

"Well, then relax. Because you're here now." 

He turned Taylor by his shoulders and set him under the water again. Once the shampoo was rinsed out and 
Roger had worked a dollap of conditioner through Taylor's long, blonde mane, he took up the bar of soap and 
rubbed it between his hands while Taylor watched with hazy, lustful eyes. 

| want you." Taylor breathed 

Roger's wet cheeks flushed and a small grinned played on his lips. "Turn around" 

The American obeyed and Roger gently pushed him against the tiles. He began at Taylor's shoulders and 
rubbed his soapy hands over them, across his shoulder blades and down his spine. He didn't stop there, either. 
Sweeping across Taylor's ass and down his thighs and calves. Taylor turned to look over his shoulder and found 
Roger crouched down, his face mere inches away from Taylor's ass. 

Then Englishman paused and glanced up. He smiled as his hands gripped Taylor's wet hips. He pulled them 


toward him slightly and Taylor had to brace himself with his hands flat against the tiles. Roger nudged his 
thighs open a little before he drove his tongue straight between Taylor's cheeks. 


The American inhaled sharply through gritted teeth as Roger's mouth and tongue went to work on him. One 
hand slid down the tiles and wound around his own cock. He stroked himself languidly while Roger licked him and 
nipped him. 

"Roger, please." 

"What, love? What do you want?" 

"You. Inside." Taylor panted. 

"Sure." 

Taylor turned again and found Roger standing, now, behind him. He lifted one foot to the edge of the tub and 
thrust his hips backward, giving Roger every indication that he was ready and he wanted it. But Roger merely 


chuckled softly. 


"What you think? You don't have to do any work here?" He teased the American before he stepped out of the 


shower. 


Confusedly, Taylor turned the water off and stepped out also. He stood, dripping and pouting. Roger tossed a 


towel over his head and gave it a quick ruffle. 

"Don't pout, beautiful. We have all night for you to get what you want 

"You're cruel" Taylor muttered as Roger now wrapped another towel around his waist 
"| have to be cruel to be kind” 

"No, you dort" 


Roger gave Taylor a cheeky grin. He left Taylor to stand there as he glanced past him and sauntered back to 
the bed, making sure Taylor got a nice, long look at his naked backside. 


"Fucking tease." The American muttered before he stripped himself of the towels and hurried to pounce on 


Roger. 


He threw Roger onto the bed, on his back, and dropped to his knees at the edge. Two hands hooked under 
Roger's knees to throw them over his shoulders.Taylor lapped at his balls, sucking one into his mouth, using his 
tongue to tease it. Then he repeated his teasing on the other ball before nuzzling his lips against the base of 
Roger's cock. Roger groaned and writhed, gripping handfuls of the sheets as Taylor took him fully into his 
mouth. 


As Taylor sucked his cock, his strong, wet lips massaging and stroking, Roger panted, moaned, and squirmed 


beneath him. 

"Fuck, you are really good at this. Too good. You have to stop or | will come." 

"So come. We have all night, remember?" 

"No, not yet! Ride me." 

The American smirked. "Got anything we can use for lube?" 

"How about lube?" Was the cheeky reply. "Check the inside pocket of my suitcase." 

Taylor rose from his knees and crossed the room. He fished inside the suitcase and drew out an item that 
resembled a tube of toothpaste and looked at it strangely. So that's what lube looked like in the early 80s, 
huh? 

He popped the cap and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers. Returning to Roger, he bent over his 
body so that his face hovered over Roger's and he began working his cock with his hand, slathering the lube 
all over it. 


"Kiss me." 


"You're something else, you are." Roger replied before he slid a hand into Taylor's hair and yanked him down to 


his kiss. 

Taylor drew up and straddled the Englishman and carefully let him inside. He inched down bit by bit, relishing in 
the sensation of being filled by Roger. He pushed the other's hand away when Roger tried to grab him and 
stroke him. 


"No, not yet. | want to have you, too." 


Roger gasped and then scrunched his sweet face up and moaned. He reached for Taylor again and this time, 


Taylor gripped his wrists and slammed them back onto the bed, on either side of Roger's head. 

"Don't make me pin you down" He said with a sneer and then stole a rough kiss. 

Taylor rode the Englishman with fast, long strokes, rising up and slamming back down. Roger hissed as he 
brought his hands to Taylor's thighs and raked his fingernails down them, making the American throw his head 


back and howl in pain. He was gnawing on his bottom lip when he looked down at Roger, who grinned at him. 


"Fucking brat." Taylor mumbled and then increased his speed. He also felt Roger thrusting upward. They fell into 


a frenzied rhythm, each man whining and grunting. 


Eventually, Roger's panting and whimpering could not be contained and he managed to push at Taylor's thigh 
with his palm. "Soon, soon" He breathed. 


Taylor lifted himself off of Roger's cock and took up stroking him with his hand, while placing his tongue at the 
slit, waiting for Roger to give him his load. The Englishman shuddered and cursed as he pressed a hand to the 
back of Taylor's head and urged him down while his hips bucked up off the mattress and he released into The 
American's pretty mouth. 

He wasted no time rolling Roger onto his side and climbing up onto the bed and settling behind Roger's back. He 
found the lube again and covered himself with it. Holding Roger's thigh up in the air with one hand, Taylor 
guided himself into the Englishman. His thrusts were slow and gentle at first, nuzzling his face into Roger's 
neck. He laid light, butterfly kisses there while Roger moaned softly. 

"This is so incredible." The American whispered. 

"Do it harder, please." 

Taylor took Roger's hand and placed it under his own knee, making Roger hold his leg up. He used his now free 
hand to wrap around Roger's stomach. With the new leverage, he drove deeper and harder inside the 
Englishman. He gritted his teeth and groaned with each hard thrust. 

"Roger, gonna come." He mumbled and began to withdraw. 


"No! Stay! Stay in me." Roger told him. 


With a few more quick, shallow strokes, Taylor let loose with a long groan, he bent his head to Roger's 
shoulder and came inside of him. 


Both men laid still for several moments, letting the aftershocks die down. When Taylor slipped out of Roger, he 
wrapped the Englishman in his arms and held him tightly, wondering how long it would take for him to leave or 
if he even would. 

"Roger, if | should happen to leave, | need you To know | didn't choose to. If | leave you without telling you how 
utterly wonderful you are, then this wasn't even worth it. | think you're so great. You're so talented and | just 
love everything you do." Taylor babbled on and on until Roger shushed him. 

"I get it. It's okay. You don't have to apologize. | wanted this as much as you, you know." 

"No, you don't understand. |.." 


"Shush, love. If you have to leave, you have to leave." 


I'd stay if | could, you know? Hell, maybe | have to, | don't even know." Taylor could feel his throat constricting 


so he shut up and simply pressed his face into Roger's hair. 
Roger slipped his hand over Taylor's that rested against Roger's chest and intertwined their fingers. 


The American was awoken with a start, there was a deep rumble and the room began to spin. He sat up and 


nudged Roger. 

"Roger! Wake up! Wake up! | think its an earthquake!" 
Roger groaned and rolled over. "Shh. Go back to sleep” 
"No! Wake up! We have to take cover!" 

"Yeah, yeah" Roger didn't even open his eyes. 


The room spun faster, clothing and the towels spun in the air, the television crashed to the floor, the bed 
shook and bounced. And that's when Taylor realized he was being sent home. 


"Roger, please wake up! Open your eyes! I'm going!" 

Lazily, Roger lifted his head and looked at Taylor. 

"I have to go now but | will see you again and you'll remember this." 
‘Of course | will. It was amazing. You're amazing, my darling." 


Taylor gripped the man's face and pressed one last, urgent kiss to his mouth. 


Five: If You Could Do It Again 


Author's Notes: 
Credit needs to go to one of the most talented writers | know, matineeidyll. She gave me the last line of the 


story. And it\'s fantastic. Thank you so much! 


You can find her work here: 
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Quite abruptly, the spinning and the rumbling stopped. Taylor was flat on his back in a familiar bed. With the 
familiar sound of loud, obnoxious snoring filling the room. Dave. The blonde was overcome with emotion and 
tears prickled his eyes. There was the sadness of leaving Roger but the joy of being home again, with his one 


true love. 


Taylor immediately rolled and grabbed Dave around the waist and snuggled against him. "I love you so much! | 


missed you!" 


Dave grunted and groaned. "What are you doing? Go back to sleep." He mumbled as he tried to roll away from 
Taylor. 


| missed youl | never thought I'd see you again!" 

"Did you have a nightmare or something?" 

"| was gone..Dave, | was gone for three days." 

"What the hell are you talking about, T?" 

He gave Dave a confused look and then he pulled the sheets up and peered down at his body. Naked. Well, that 
wasn't a help, he was always naked. He looked around the room. His clothes! His clothes were on the floor 
beside the bed. Taylor scrambled out of bed and picked up his jeans. He reached into the pocket and pulled out 
his wallet. Darla's address and phone number and the $20 bill were in there, along with his fake press pass. 


And then his hand flew up to his throat. The medal was gone. 


"Dave! | was gone for three days! | was stuck in 1982! | wished for it when | blew out the candles on my 


birthday cake!" 
"Dude, | think you need some more sleep. Come on" 


"No! Dave, I'm telling you the truth! Look! My medal is gone!" 


"So?" 
| gave it to Darla!" 


"Okay, you're starting to freak me out" Dave sat up and watched his boyfriend scurry around the room, 


throwing on clean clothes. 
"Do you even know what this means??" 
"No! No, | don't know what this means. Please slow down, start at the beginning.” 


Taylor stood at the foot of their bed, his hands raking through his hair and then waving in a frenzy in front 
of him, his unzipped pants falling off his hips. "Okay, remember my birthday party?" 


"Well, it was last night, so yes." 

"Last night? Okay, whatever. When you brought the cake to me, | looked around the room and | saw Roger 
there, right? Then you said ‘make a wish' so | was being stupid and | wished | could go back in time and fuck a 
younger Roger. Well, the next thing | know, the room is spinning before me. | woke up in a fucking dress shop in 
a shopping mall. A mall that used to be where 606 stands now. Dave, | fucking went back in time to 1982. | met 


Roger and we - " He stopped suddenly as he realized he was about to tell Dave he cheated on him. 


But Dave just laughed at him. "Baby, | think you just had a wet dream, that's all. So you fantasize about Roger. 
Like | didn't know that already." 


"Dave, we fucked. | slept with him." 

"WHEN??2" 

"Just now! That's what l'm telling you! | did it. | went back and found them down in Irvine and we went to bed" 
"Okay." Dave decided maybe it was just better to placate the man and let him get it out of his system. 


"Don't patronize mel | know you don't believe me but it happened. Look at this. Isn't that proof?" He handed 
Dave the slip of paper with Darla's address on it and the money. 


"Where'd you get this old bill? | thought they took these out of circulation” 
Taylor as ready to rip his hair out. "Davel | .. you know what? Forget it. You're right. Probably just a dream." 


"T, | believe that you believe it happened but it's impossible. You can't go back in time. This isn't Back To The 


Future and we don't own a DeLorean" 


‘Its fine. Never mind" Taylor sunk to the edge of the bed and hung his head. 


Dave scooted down the bed until he was sitting behind his boyfriend, one leg on either side of Taylor. He 


rubbed small, firm circles along the blonde's shoulders. 
"Hey, it's okay that you turned forty, you know. Look at me, I'm always gonna be older than you." 
Taylor jumped to his feet. "So now you think I've gone fucking bonkers because | didn't want to get older?" 


Dave sighed. "No, | don't think you went bonkers. | just. don't have any idea what is going through your head 
right now and I'll be honest, you're freaking me the fuck out right now." 


‘Get dressed. Come on, get up, put something on. I'm gonna prove this to you." 
"What? How?" 
"Just put something on and shut the fuck up." 


Taylor didn't bother waiting around for Dave. He stomped outside and got into his truck. Once Dave climbed into 
the passenger seat, he sped out of the driveway. 


"Where are we going?" 

Taylor handed Dave Darla's address once more. "Here." 

He pulled the truck to a stop in front of the old house and stared at it fondly. Darla had been such an angel to 
him and he had slight reservations about seeing her again. Would she freak out? Would she remember? Would 


she think he'd gone bonkers, too? 


Dave followed him up the path to the front door. Taylor gave him an anxious glance before he rang the bell. 
After the longest wait of his life, the door opened. 


Taylor gasped. It was her, only much, much older. "Uh, hi. You, uh, um, you might not remember..me. Darla. We 


met.um, a really long time ago." 
She merely stared at him for what felt like forever. Finally, she glanced at Dave. 
"Do you remember?" Taylor asked in a hoarse whisper. 


Her wrinkled face brightened into a smile as she reached beneath the collar of her housecoat and pulled out 


Taylor's medal. The blonde huffed a huge sigh of relief and threw his arms around the old woman. 


"You saved it?" 

"You said you'd come back for it someday." 

"The note! You believed me??" 

"Why wouldn't 1?" 

Dave's mouth fell open and he laughed one long "HA!" in disbelief. 

Taylor pulled out the old $20 bill. He handed it to her. 

"You didn't use it?" 

He shook his head. "Didn't feel right." 

She unclasped the medal and motioned for him to bend. Taylor bent down and she reclasped it around his neck. 
"Thank you." He whispered into her ear as they hugged again 

"Did you make the impossible possible?" 

He nodded but remained silent. 

"This the one you were missing?" She indicated Dave with a hitch of her thumb. 

Again, Taylor nodded. 

"Bet he's happy to have you back." 

"He doesn't believe | ever left" 

She grinned, held up one crooked finger and retreated into her house. 

Dave was still staring, open mouthed at Taylor. Taylor laughed at him now. 

| told you. l'm not fucking crazy." 

Darla returned with Taylor's note and thrust it into Dave's hands. Indeed, that was his lover's handwriting. It 
read scattered and disjointed, like the ramblings of a scared, worried man. But it basically asked Darla to hold 


the medal and he would return for it in about thirty years if things went to plan. He also said that if things 
didn't go to plan, would she find Dave and give the medal to him. Now it was Dave's turn to get choked up. 


Back in the truck, Dave was silent: 

"What are you thinking right now?" Taylor asked gently 

"| dont know what to think, honestly. 

‘| never, in a million years, expected a stupid wish like that to actually happen, you know." 

"No, | know. | get it. | wouldn't have passed up the chance, either: 

"D, it wasn't really like that: | had to. It was like the only way | could come back, | think" 

"| said get it" Dave snapped at him. 

Taylor sighed 

Several silent, tense minutes passed before Dave asked very quietly, "How was he?" 

Taylor smiled, he reached across the truck and took Dave's hand. "Let's just say I'm so happy to be home. 


It was at that moment that Taylor's phone began to ring. He pulled his hand from Dave and fished the phone 
out of his pocket. Almost as if on schedule, it was Roger. 


"Hello?" 


"So if you could do it again, who else would you shag?" 


The End 


